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Prologue 
LA. California 181 


A scream of terror made Izzy Stradlin open his eyes. He sat up and rubbed at his eyes. Was that a part of a 
dream or something else.” The young man wondered. He got his answer quickly as another terrified scream 
echoed throughout his apartment. That voice sounds familiar..oh fuck! At once Izzy jumped out of bed and 
threw on a robe. He then proceeded to his best friend, Bill Bailey, who was laying on the ground near the couch 


in Izzy's living room. The normally neat room was completely trashed, as if Bill had been fighting in his sleep. Bil 
let out a whine and trembled, causing Izzy to kneel down next to him. Shit he's having a nightmare again.. He 


realized as he saw Bill's eyes were shut. 


"N-no..D-Dad no.i-it hurts stop it!" Bill whined. Izzy sighed softly and gently placed his hand on Bill's pale chest 
for he wore no shirt. At once his eyes shot open and he looked guiltily at his childhood friend. "| woke you up 
again didn't |? Sorry." He said weakly and Izzy gave him a small smile. 


"Ah it's fine Bill. Who needs sleep anyway?" He tried to joke but the seriously sweet light gray eyes were full 
of fear and guilt. "Seriously Bill its fine. | know you're still..afraid after what happened but-" 


"But nothing Jeff. Bill sighed heavily. "I'm fucking us both here and we really don't need that right now. Though 
Izzy knew Bill was trying to be serious he laughed softly. His laugh seemed to make Bill calm slightly. Tension 
left his face as Izzy helped him up off the floor. Izzy sat on the couch, staring at Bill. "What?" Bill asked, feeling 


his face grow warm. Izzy smiled slightly. 


"Nothing Bill. You just.look amazing in the moonlight Izzy said almost cheerfully, making Bill blush slightly 
harder. Then Izzy cocked his head in a sort of cute way. "Uh, Bill. You're not wearing a shirt.” 


"| know." Bill said smiling, stretching. As he stretched two beautiful wings seemed to appear out of nowhere 
from behind him. In the moonlight the wings were clearly seen. They were as dark as night and leathery looking 
instead of normal feathery angelic wings. Bill didn't even notice the wings from his back as he sat down next to 
Izzy. lazy grinned evilly and ran his hands over Bill's wings. He gave out a small gasp, making Izzy laugh. "A-ah 


Izzy! Stop it!" He whined. 
"No way Bill. | know you like it when people touch your wings." Izzy teased. Bill glared playfully at him. 


"Well then Izz since you wanna play that game we'll play it" The ginger said grinning as he pinned Izzy, who was 
still laughing to the couch. The fact that Bill had angelic-like wings didn't even seem to bother his younger 


friend as his apartment became full of soft laughter and quiet moans of pleasure. 


Elsewhere in LA. 

A man with curly black hair and sighed softly, his eyes outside, staring at the moon. Behind him, his childhood 
friend, a smiling blonde, happily played on the drum-set he owned. Slash sighed deeply and absentmindedly ran 
his hand over wings identical to Bill Bailey's. But Slash did not know Bill. 


"Come on Slash cheer up!" Steven Adler said cheerfully. Slash sighed softly and only gave his friend a grunt. 
Steven shrugged, setting his sticks down He then walked over and hugged Slash. Though he couldn't see his 
friend's face he felt Slash smile and grinned himself. "See? | knew that'd make ya happy!" Slash chuckled to 

himself and shook his head. 


"You are so crazy Steven," He remarked and Steven grinned innocently. Slash sighed deeply though. "You're lucky 
though..you don't have to worry about angel hunters.." Steven frowned slightly. 


"Yeah | dol If they hunt you then they hunt me too." Slash smiled slightly as the drummer's words. Steven was 
so happy Slash found it a little sickening but while most people would ditch Slash or turn him in for the money 
Steven had loyally stayed by his side. If only he didn't have these damned wings then he could live normally and 
not have to worry about hunters..having Steven around made the hate and near death almost worth it though. 
He could never tell Steven that though. Not unless he wanted the blonde to get the wrong idea but that 
"wrong" idea didn't bother him in the slightest.. 


"Now we're gonna go visit Tracey tomorrow so we can practice ok?" Steven asked, letting Slash's warm body 
go. Slash said nothing as he shivered slightly in the cold night air. He only nodded and watched the drummer 
move his drum set aside and pulled out the bed hidden in the couch. Steven turned to Slash. "You better go to 
your room now." He said with a goofy grin. Slash chuckled a little and started to walk to the room in the back. 
As he walked by Steven though the drummer suddenly threw his arms around the startled man's neck 


"Night Slash~" He said cheerfully, letting him go. Slash blinked then shook his head, grateful that his hair hid 


his blush from the drummer. He then proceeded to his room, unaware of them being watched. 


Behind the Hollywood Sign 
"Michael-" 


‘Its Duff remember?" The brilliant white figure sighed softly. It's features were unseen but that didn't stop 
the blonde haired bassist from looking at it innocently. At least Duff assumed it was an it. Either an it, a 


woman, or a very feminine man 


"Duff," It said impatiently, the voice soft like silk. "I need you to get Bill Bailey and Slash together and get them 
away from those two..loves of theirs. Understand?" Duff sighed softly. Unlike Bill and Slash Duff had the angelic 
wings that marked him a servant of God. Servant of God, that sounded way more..rock than angel. That and he 


was anything but an angel. 


"Why exactly am | doing this?" Duff asked darkly. He didn't think it was fair to ruin other servants’ lives, even 
if the Head Servant insisted he do it. 


"Because Duff its your job as my right-hand man to do what | say!" Duff sighed angrily, picking up his bass 
case. Of course being right-hand man wasn't easy. He had to do unfair things to people and make others hate 
him. The only good thing coming out of being a right-hand man was getting free stuff like new basses 


whenever he needed them.. 


"IIl separate them don't worry.” He lied. To be quiet honest, he noticed the four's talent for music more than 


their loves for each other... 
"Don't fail. You know what happened to the last person who failed." 


"Yeah yeah | remember." He growled, walking away. The person vanished in a white flash behind him but he 


didn't notice. "| remember a load of bullshit." He muttered under his breath. Fuck making them break-up. A band 
sounds waayy better than that. Hmm..Slash and Steven are looking for a bassist... they'll do... 


To Be Continued 


Chopter One 


Author's Notes: 
DJ AshbaWs in this too. Um..a bit of violence in this one. Still had IzzyAxl. Sorry thatWs my OTP ~ 


This story is based on a dream of mine. Slash and Axl were enemies in it so thereWs no chance of a 


relationship in the story. Sorry Slaxl fans! ^^; Nm terrible at writing Slaxl anyway. 


Present Day 


208 


He was used to women asking him the same question over and over again but this was a little child, only the 


age of five. 


"Why don't you take your shirt off anymore?" She asked innocently. Axl Rose tried his hardest not to coo at 


her or laugh. He gave her a warm, soft smile he only gave to children 


"Well, | just don't” He lied easily. DJ Ashba said nothing. He was always at the redhead's side during meet-and- 
greets (Whenever Axl went that is) not because nobody trusted Axl alone but because DJ wanted to. In the 
shadows, behind all the other band mates was Izzy Stradlin. He watched silently, patiently waiting for his 
boyfriend. He didn't want to talk to any of the fans. He didn't feel like it. 


"He's cute." The little girl sang, skipping around DJ. "Im gonna marry you someday!" Axl and DJ laughed and DJ 
gave her a quick hug. As her parents dragged her away DJ looked at Axl. The meet-and-greet room was 
empty now. Only the stage crew were there other than the band members but they weren't paying attention 
Still, DJ was paranoid about Axl and Axl's ‘secret. 


"So, DJ muttered in an undertone to Axl as the two headed to the back, where Izzy was. "Nobody knows about 
your little secret do they?" Axl smiled slightly. He thought it was sweet for DJ to worry about him and his 


demonic wings. A little stupid for him to worry over it but nice. 


"Other than you and the other Gunners and Beta no." Axl said smiling. He reached into the shadows and pulled 
Izzy out. 


"Hi" Izzy mumbled. Axl grinned. 


“ello.~" Axl said cheerfully. He wrapped his arms around the rhythm guitarists waist and rested his chin on 
Izzy's head, ignoring the slightly startled looks from the new crew members. DJ restrained himself and just 
chuckled softly. So many people were stunned to know Axl was bi after One in a Million was released. But Axl 
stopped caring about others’ opinions on him after Izzy rejoined GNR for the second time and they got back 
together. Of course the new GNR members were sworn not to tell but DJ had no plans to ever tell. He too had 
a crush on Axl but thankfully Axl knew he was just naturally clingy to his close friends and family. 


DJ felt a vibrate from his phone in his pocket and restrained an angry groan. Speaking of family... 


"lll see you guys on the bus." DJ quickly said to the pair before slipping behind some amps. He waited a 
moment as a person walked by then ran outside. The GNR bus was in front of him but he ducked into an 
alleyway that couldn't be seen from the bus. He pulled out his cell phone and picked up. "Hello?" DJ said into the 
phone, praying it was anybody but- 


"Hello Ashba." DJ let out a small groan. His hand flew to his mouth and covered it. "I'm going to pretend," The 
gruff voice said over the phone. "I'm didn't just hear you groan. Ok?" DJ didn't remove his hand. He couldn't. He 
merely nodded and a shadow loomed over him. DJ looked up fearfully. A white sleeved hand reached for DJ's 
phone and it shut off at once. DJ was suddenly able to move his hand. He pulled away, not realizing he had 
bitten his hand. He restrained the pain though. 


"How is my sister?" He asked worriedly. The man chuckled. 


"She's fine. | promise." DJ said nothing. "Remember, you got to keep your end of the deal first. Otherwise you 
can kiss your sister's face good-bye. Now get me those Leatherwings!" Before DJ could reply a white gloved 
hand shoved him. Hard. He stumbled and fell onto his back out of the alleyway. 


"DJ are you ok?!" DJ looked up. Of all people- 


"Hi Axl! He said with a weak smile. Frowning, Axl helped him up. 


"Looked like somebody pushed you..' Axl muttered, glancing into the alleyway. DJ glanced and pulled Axl away 
quickly. 


"N-no, I'm fine. Just tripped" DJ said, quickly pushing Axl towards the bus. Axl said nothing. He believed he 


knew why DJ was acting so.strange. A couple months ago his sister vanished and DJ was sort of off his 
rocker ever since. Well DJ was always crazy but this craziness wasn't his usual hyperness. Axl also believed 
DJ knew what happened to his sister. But something was stopping him. Axl wished he could help DJ. 


"There you guys arel" Ron Thal exclaimed. Axl grinned. 


"Told ya I'd find him." Axl bragged. DJ forced a smile. Tommy Stinson walked up as the door was closed. He 
studied DJ for a moment. 


"DJ your hand is bleeding." He remarked. Axl glanced at DJ's hand, which bled slightly, then to DJ's face. The 
younger man wasn't as good as hiding his emotions as Axl had become and he saw a flicker of fear in those 


shockingly blue eyes. 


"l-I Know. l-l, uh, tripped! Yeah that's it" Ron glanced at the wound. 


"Looks like someone bit it." 
"A-and | was attacked by a dog!" DJ was normally a better liar than this. Axl opened his mouth to question 


him but DJ vanished to the back of the bus. The redhead singer shook his head. He sat on the couch next to 
Izzy. 


"He's crazy." Izzy remarked and Axl knew he was talking about DJ. 


"Ehh, we all are." Axl said cheerfully. He'd question Ashba later; right now they were heading to a carnival, a 
rare treat for all of the band and himself of course. Axl settled back into his seat. The bus drove by scenery 
and Axl glanced out the window. Two teen boys were talking to each other as they walked on the street. One 
had long red hair and the other had long black hair. Axl stared at them silently. The two teens reminded him 


so much of himself and Izzy all those years ago in Lafayette... 


Bill Bailey walked into the classroom of his first period high school class. He was nervous as hell, it being the first 
day of high school. Unsure of where to sit and feeling ike a complete dork he sat down in the back. He bent his 
head down and stared at his desk, not wanting other students to mock him lke they had already. The classroom 
filled up slowly. He could hear kids whisper and laugh at him. Bill forced himself to fake a deep breath and told 


himself not to get angry. 


"Look its that Bailey boy. il 


"God he's such a fucking dork!" 


"Look at him he's all skin and bones!" 


Bill tried his hardest to ignore the preppy students' not so quiet whispers. He had heard rumors that high school 
was supposed to be worse. Not that it mattered to him. He hasnt had anybody who cared about him yet that 


wasn't his siblings and probably never would. 


Somebody sat down next to him. No, the person sat on his desk. Bill glanced up. It was another teen boy with long 
black hair and warm light brown eyes. He was very pale and wore a white dress shirt and fancy blue jeans. 


"Um..." Bill muttered shyly. The boy smiled 


"Hi My name is..lzzy." 
‘zy? Thats a." 
"Weird name | kno-" 


‘Its a nice name." lzzy paused Bill was smiling shyly. Then lzzy smiled again 


"Thanks. What's your name?" 


"Wiliam Bailey." lzzy tilted his head slightly. 


"Ok Izzy." For a moment the two just smiled at each other. 


Oh look Baileys flirting with the faggot!" Bill froze when one of the prep boys said it lzzy dd too for a brief 
second. Then Izzy glanced at the smirking boy. 


‘Since you're so proud of having a big dick why don‘tcha come over here and say it to my face.” lzzy said coldly. 
The boy looked startled. Bill laughed When the boy didn’t respond lzzy smirked. "I thought so fucker." He then 
turned to Bill again and Bill was slightly surprised to see [zzy smiling warmly again 


"What?" Izzy's voice made Axl jump. He looked at his boyfriend. "What are you smiling about Ax?" 
"Oh.] didn't realize | was smiling. was just thinking...” 


"About?" 
"The day we first met in high school. When you told off that boy." Axl said with a chuckle. Izzy laughed softly. 


| had forgotten about that old fucker." Izzy said pleasantly. He rested his head on his lover's chest. Axl smiled 
slightly. Remembering that small piece of memory also brought back the pain he had felt when Izzy had quit 
back in “AL A tiny part of him still couldn't believe Izzy had willingly returned but he ignored that part. He was 


just grateful that Izzy returned at all. 


Their moment together by themselves didn't last long. The bus screeched to a stop. 


"We're here!~" DJ sang, stepping out of from the back of the bus. His hand was bandaged very poorly, Axl 


noticed. Izzy pulled away from Axl and stood. 


"Come on Ax." 


"In a moment zz" Izzy hesitated then walked out. Axl got up and grabbed DJ's shoulder as he walked by. 


"What's up DJ?" Axl asked in a gentle voice. DJ didn't respond or look at the older band member. Axl didn't let 
him go. "I know Karis gone,” DJ tensed completely. Axl hated questioning DJ. It made him feel a bad guy. But Axl 


saw it in DJ's eyes. The fear, pain, and confusion. "You know you can tell me anything," Axl said gently. 


"I-L." DJ's thoughts went to the man from the alleyway. "|... can't tell you Axl." he mumbled, looking down to 
the ground. Axl hesitated. He let go of DJ. 


“Alright. Tell me though if you need me." The singer said uncertainly. He walked off the bus. DJ followed, the 


bounce in his step gone. 

The band explored the carnival. The best part was Axl and Izzy could love each other in public and not have to 
worry about being recognized. Even though people glared at them while they held hands the two would happily 
flip the glaring people off. DJ followed the two at a distance. He wanted to make sure the two were safe... 

"Hi DJ!" A voice said brightly, startling the youngest member of the band. 

"Jesus Ryan!" DJ exclaimed, glaring at their new roadie. He was grinning innocently. "Don't scare me like that!" 
"Sorry. Why are you stalking Axl?" 

"I'm not stalking him!" DJ said defensively. "I'm keeping an eye on him" 

"Same difference DJ." Ryan said. 


"It is not!" 


"Hold on guys," Axl said laughing. The two whirled around to face the older men Izzy's face was unreadable but 


Axl didn't look the slightest pissed off. "Ashba we both knew you were following us. You suck at being quiet" 
"Oh," DJ said, his face turning red with embarrassment. Izzy chuckled. 
"You guys might as well hang with us," Izzy said. "We're about to go see a fortune teller.” 


"I thought Axl hated fortune tellers." Ryan said. 


"Oh | do. But | love hearing my fortune and then making fun of it later." Axl said grinning. Izzy rolled his eyes. 


"Hey there's a teller booth thing right there! Be careful though. They might have clowns in them!" DJ said. 


"God DJ you've been hanging with Mötley Crue for too long." Axl scolded "And stop watching Carnival of Sin at 


4 in the morning.’ 


"Vince says that's the best time to watch it” DJ said as the four of them headed over to the purple 
curtained booth. 


"Well Vince is an asshole," Axl said The curtain rustled and the demented guitarist fell silent as well as the 


singer. A young looking woman poked her head out. 
"I have been expecting you William Rose." 


"The name is Axl," Axl said, avoiding his real name but sort of smiled. He assumed she was a crazy fan-girl 


showing off. 


"William Rose there is a traitor in your band," She continued, ignoring him. "He knows your secret and he 
intends on releasing it to untrustworthy hands." Axl's smiled faded. DJ tensed. The teller seemed to be looking 
straight at him. "At midnight on the night of Friday he will wear all black and take you away to his boss. Fire 
him now and hide." DJ swallowed. He felt Axl's eyes on him. Burning past his skin into his soul, trying to 
discover the truth in him. 


"That's beyond stupid," Izzy scoffed. "What secret are you talking about? Axl's got shitloads of them” The 
teller's colorless eyes fell upon Izzy. DJ had squirmed under her gaze but Izzy didn't. Izzy only stared back 
calmly into her eyes. Then she spoke. 


"The secret about your wings William and how much they are worth to hunters and how it'd be better if the 


wings were taken from you. While you are dead." 


To Be Continued... 


Chapter Two 


Author's Notes: 
This story might not be as adored as ASC but Nm still doing this one. :) 


Also VIOLENCE IN THIS ONE! And Slash/Steven. Lots of it p And a tiny bit of Duff/lzzy 


The Whiskey a Go-Go, Sunset Strp, LA. California: 1187 
Six Years Later, Twenty-Six Years Before 


"You can have anything ya' want but you better not take it from mel" The man formerly known as Bill Bailey 
shrieked. Slash and Steven Adler cracked up. 


"That's some funny shit there Rose," Duff Mckagan slurred. He draped an arm around the man's shoulder. 


"Little brother," 


"H-hey if anything I'm older than you," Axl Rose said laughing. It was apparent he was drunk along with Duff, 
Slash, and even Steven. "Y-you're my little brother Duffl" 


"Whatever Axl" Duff snorted. The four men laughed too loudly. Axl's gray eyes fell to the man sitting at the 
bar stool by himself. 


"C'mon Izzy! Come over here and join us!" Axl yelled. Izzy gave a slight shake of his head and took a tiny sip of 
his beer. He should be happy- Axl was no longer the antisocial man he used to be. Slash and Axl shared the 
same secret and at first there had been some tension between the two pairs of lovers. But Duff had been 
able to ease the two Leatherwings and soon the two were friends. Izzy and Steven were along for the ride of 
course. Izzy was not about to let Axl leave his sight and although Steven acted like a man child he seemed to 


protect Slash. 

Tingle-ling. 

Izzy and his band turned their heads in the direction of the bar door. A couple of drunken women had walked 
in. Izzy turned his head back to the drink in front of him. It was only half gone but he suddenly didn’t feel like 
finishing it. He turned in his seat, about to offer it to Slash or Duff when he froze. A woman's arms were 
around Axl's neck. His hand was on her boobs. 


Axl swallowed. He had been caught and he knew it. 


Izzy growled. He slammed a couple of bills down on the counter and slid off the stool. 


"Izzy-" Axl started but the rhythm guitarist stalked off. Axl groaned, 


"lll get him," Duff offered. He was out the door before Axl could protest. "Izzy!" Duff called to Izzy but he was 
ignored. A few moments later Axl, Slash, and Steven stumbled out of the bar. 


"Izzy darling wait" Axl cried, stumbling after his boyfriend. Slash and Steven looked at each other. 
"It sickens me how Axl's been treating Izzy lately," Steven commented. Duff shrugged. 


"What can we do? That man is so stubborn not to mention I'm pretty convinced he's bisexual." He said the last 
part to himself but Slash and Steven still overheard him. 


"He makes out with Erin when Izzy isn't around," Steven said. 


| can hear those two fucking in hotels," Slash added. "It pisses me off how Axl is basically a manwhore when 


Izzy isn't looking.’ 


"Shh," Duff hissed for the couple up ahead were screaming at each other. They missed half of the argument 
but not the ending. 


"WELL SINCE YOU'RE SO GODDAMN HAPPY WITH ERIN THEN WE'RE THROUGH!" Izzy screamed. Axl froze. Izzy 
stormed off ahead of him. 


"Izzy wait! Please!" Axl pleaded, racing after his now ex. The remaining band members shook their heads. Axl 


deserved it but Izzy didn't. 
"Hey," Steven began in a teasing tone. "Izzy is single now Duff,” 


"Um, no." Duff said, rolling his eyes. "One, that'd be an asshole move- asking Izzy out after he just broke up 


with Axl. Second Axl would hate me if | began to date his now ex boyfriend" 

"But you two would be perfect!" Steven wheeled. Duff shook his head. 

"You two head on home. | gotta get those two before they cause problems," Duff said, eyeing the shadows in 
front of them. The blonde bassist took off then. Slash and Steven looked at each other. Slash grinned but 


Steven couldn't see it. 


Slash took a step towards the drummer and snaked his arms around the startled man's waist. Steven smiled 


shyly. Now that the two finally had a moment alone.. 


The drummer reached a hand out and gently brushed the hair out of Slash's face. Slash grinned and his lips 
met the drummer's. Steven closed his eyes and allowed warmth to rush throughout his body. He loved Slash 


and unlike Axl Slash didn't care about his rock star ego. All Slash cared about was Steven and avoiding angel 


hunters. 

Slash had been forever grateful to find out he wasn't the only Leatherwing in existent. He and Axl, according to 
Duff that is, have to get along. It's a shame the last two Leatherwings alive are guys but Duff had said they 
would figure it out. 

Duff hadn't bothered to add Too bad the both of you are gay because there was a slight chance that Axl 
could reproduce with a woman. Slash was a full out homosexual and he already had his boyfriend wrapped in 


his arms. Axl on the other hand..nobody knows what happened between the two of them. 


"I love you Slash." Steven whispered in Slash's ear. Slash twitched, resisting the urge to fuck Steven right 
there on the street. 


"Hey." The women from before called. Slash and Steven looked at them, quickly breaking the loving embrace. 
"Yeah?" Steven answered. One smirked. Something bronze glistened in the moonlight. 


"Watch out!" Slash and Steven hadn't even heard Duff come up behind him. But the woman threw the bronze 
thing at them. Duff ran in front of them and outstretched his hand. 


Slice. 


Slash and Steven gasped. They realized it was a blade. Duff winced, his palm sliced open. But his fingers curled 
around the blood slicked knife blade. 


"Leave!" Duff ordered. The women laughed. 
"We're not leaving until we get our leather!" One woman piped. Duff rolled his eyes. 


"Too bad!" He growled. He wrenched the knife out of his hand. Blood trickled out but it healed almost at once. 


As Duff took aim his gorgeous white wings sprouted from his back. The two women gasped. 
"An angell" The one who threw the blade gasped. 


"Damn it l'm a Servant of God" Duff growled. His wings gave a faint white glow. A bow took shape in Duff's 
hands, the knife resting in the string. Slash and Steven watched in stunned surprise. 


"And l'm afraid your times are up!" The moment the words were out of Duff's mouth he let go of the string 
and the knife went flying. It struck one woman, went straight through her heart, and into the other woman. 


Both women gasped and turned into dust that vanished into the wind. 


"Woah..what just happened?" Slash asked wildly. Duff glanced at them, then went over and picked up the bronze 
blade. 


"Let's go back to the Whiskey a Go-Go," Duff said darkly. 

"W-what about Axl and Izzy?" Steven stammered. 

"They'll be ok" Duff said, masking his uncertainty. He and the lovers went back inside. 
Nobody was in the bar. The bartender disappeared into the back. For now. 


"Duff what is that?" Steven asked worriedly. The bassist sighed. He lead the two to the furthest table away 
from the door. The two saw the opposite of him. Duff placed the blood drenched blade on the table over some 


gray colored paper napkins. 


Gingerly Duff took another gray napkin and gently wiped the blood off. A strange logo was engraved into the 
steel. It was of wings on a heart and an arrow was through the heart. What Slash and Steven guessed to be 


blood was oozing out of either side of the heart. A name was written on it but it was in a different language. 


"That," Duff whispered. Slash and Steven had to lean in to hear him. "ls the symbol of an angel hunter. One 


working for a creature with no name. We call him ‘Satan’ in our world." 
"We do?" Slash asked blankly. 


‘Of cour-" Duff stopped short. It never occurred to him until then that Slash knew practically nothing about 
his own world. Axl knew a little. About the angel hunters. "You know about ‘Satan’ right?" Slash shook his mane 


of curls. Duff sighed heavily. 


"Rose and | call that dude Vince," Izzy said, sliding into the seat next to Duff. Axl sat reluctantly next to Slash. 
He kept giving Izzy wounded glances but the smaller man ignored him. "But if he's called Satan then we'll call 


him Satan" 
"He doesn't have a real name," Duff remarked. "But all the servants of God call him that." 


"Are Leatherwings even considered ‘servants of God?" Izzy demanded. Duff paused. Damn that man..He found 


himself thinking. He's kind of cute but damn him. 


"Of course Izzy," Duff lied. Honestly he wasn't sure. "Look my point is there are many different angel hunters. 
Satan however is the main guy. He's the one who offers the most money for the leather in a Leatherwing's 
wings. Nobody really knows what he looks like with the exception of the Head Servant but it never tells anyone. 
| guess ¡Fs to prevent one of us picking a fight with him. If you knew some of my co-workers you'd 


understand," He added after noticing the pair's confused looks. 


"One of those motherfuckers is Mick Mars," Izzy said 
"Seriously?!" Slash exclaimed. 

"Yeah really," Duff said 

"Why are Leatherwings so important?" Steven asked innocently. Duff sighed heavily 


"The leather in their wings are very precious. Supposedly worth millions," Duffs voice grew quieter. "It's a pain 
in the ass though to extract the wings from a living Leatherwing. Naturally they put up fights. But who 
wouldn't?" He gave a soft chuckle as the bartender approached them. 


"May | help you gentlemen tonight?" He asked. Slash and Izzy said ‘no thank you' but Steven's eyes fell onto the 


man's sides. Something bronze glistened in the dim bar light. 
"Hey.what's that?" Steven asked, reaching out to grab it. 


Everything seemed to happen at once. The man pulled the knife out and stabbed downwards. Axl pulled Steven 
away. The knife was caught in the wood. Izzy and Duff threw themselves at the fake bartender. The man 
landed a kick in Izzy's ribs but Duff managed to crack his elbow against the man's jaw. 


The man fell back against the counter. Axl assisted Izzy, who was massaging his bruised ribs. Slash and Steven 
uncertainly joined Duff's side. The bow was back in the blonde's hands and the string was drawn back, ready to 


fire. 


"Who are you?" Duff demanded harshly. The man let out a bark of a laugh. Another knife glistened for a 
moment and Steven yanked Duff away in time. The blade missed Duff, just grazing his shirt. 


Slash growled and something odd happened. He felt his wings grow heated and a hot sensation shot through his 
veins. Before he could comprehend what was going on his arm shot out and fire spewed from his fingertips, 


engulfing the man in flames. 


He screamed in pain. Slash recoiled, expecting the heat to harm him as well but it was a gentle sensation like a 
summer rain. He threw his arms around Steven protectively. Steven winced, expecting the heat as well but 


nothing happened. Duff took a step back. The fire suddenly died and Slash felt drained. He leaned on Steven for 
support. 


The man was badly charred. He didn't even look human. Steven took a second glance. The man wasn't human His 
skin had turned into a sickly hue of vomit green. His eyes fell out of his skull and bounced onto the slick floor. 
Steven felt sick. Slash pursed his lips together to prevent from losing his lunch. 


Duff silently pointed to the corpse. 


"That is one of the many creatures Satan'll send after us. And it only gets worse. Especially since Slash. you're 
a Fire Leatherwing." 


To Be Continued. 


Chapter Three 


Author's Notes: 
Hiya guys- | might get kicked off FFNet. ): 


So for those with FFNet accounts who know me on there start checking here and DeviantART now. N'm just 
waiting to see how things play out.. 


ANYWAY *evil laugh* You guys\'ll have to wait two more chapters to find out what the fuck is going on! 


Present Day 203 
Twenty-Sx Years Later 


Slash, Steven, and Duff had just gotten off from work and were off to a carnival. Slash wore a shirt to conceal 
his secret. The carnival was a one night only thing and Steven was really excited Slash was his usual silent self 
and Duff took in the sights in half worry half wonder. It's not easy being the Right-Hand Servant to the Head 
Servant. Especially if the HS. is disappointed with you for failing to do your task when you are told Duff's been 
on a sort of permanent Probation since he created Guns with the others. Though Slash ended up quitting Axl 


was ‘too far gone’ according to the asshole Head Servant. 
‘Isn't this a wonderful summer night?" Steven cheerfully asked the other two. 


"Guess so," Slash grunted. The bright lights were a little too much for him but he was going to get used to it. 
Duff had to admit- the decor was strangely pretty for a carnival. Duff studied a painting. While his back was 
turned Slash leaned in and gave Steven a loving peck on the lips. Steven giggled almost shyly. 


"Stop it Slash we're in public-" 


"| don't give a damn Steven," Slash growled gently. "Who the hell will recognize us anyway?" Shortly after he 
said that person after person came up to them and eagerly said hello. Even though the trio didn't want to be 
bothered they didn't want to be rude either. 


"Hey look it's Slash!" A random dude yelled. The next thing they knew a group of people crowded them. Slash 
heaved an irritated sigh. A sudden sharp pain in his back made him groan softly. No not now wings.. The pain was 
familiar to all the Leatherwings as their tribe shrunk. It lets them know when another living Leatherwing is 


near. Rose.. 


Slash stiffened His palms grew hot and he knew his wings were right. Rose was around somewhere. Axl being a 
Water Leatherwing was naturally Slash's opposite but for the longest time it hadn't bothered either one of 


them. Now that they hated each other Axl just might be willing to launch water at him.. 


"Guys," He said in an undertone. Duff and Steven listened. "We have GOT to leave. | sense Axl is around 
somewhere..' The two nodded and forced their way through the crowd, yelling apologizes to the crushed 


groans. 


The three walked to the other side of the carnival. Slash's wings' pain intensified and the hotness grew, 
spreading up his arms and into his wings. Wow my body is preparing for a fight..thats not good Slash thought 
uneasily. 


The life of a Leatherwing was not easy, according to Duff. When threatened or feeling a threat their wings 
prepare for flight from the threats simply because nine times out of ten the threat was an angel hunter. 
Elemental Leatherwings, such as Slash and Axl, have their elements and usually fight back if it's one-on-one. 


Duff had cautioned Slash not to fight Axl. They were equal in strength and power. Even after all these years. 


"A fight with Axl will just result in both of your deaths,” Duff had said. Another shitty thing about being an 
Elemental Leatherwing- using too much of your elemental power deprived you of life. Something Slash found 


quite aggravating. 


Four people stood at a fortune booth. One argued with the lady. The man next to him looked pissed. The other 
two stood a little way back from them. The only light around that area was a small street bulb that kept 
flickering on and off. 


Steven accidentally brushed past the arguing man. 


"Hey-" He growled, whirling around. Steven gave a tiny gasp at his reflection in Axl Rose's sunglasses. Slash 
stiffened. Axl lowered his sunglasses. "Well well," Axl snarled "If it isn't that goddamn cancer that I've been 
stuck with for a long time." Steven realized too late that Izzy and DJ were there too. He didn't know that last 


guy. 


"Hi Axl," Slash said weakly. The wings pressed against his back felt like fire. He was ready for a fight but he 
really didn't want to. 


| thought | felt you but | just hoped | was losing my mind," The older man hissed. "Or hoped another 


Leatherwing was living. | can see l'm wrong though." 


"Axl please don't," Izzy pleaded, holding onto Axl's arm. "Please.." Axl grunted. Sometimes Izzy's feminine side 


was annoying but he knew Izzy was trying to restrain him. 


"You're lucky Izzy's here," Axl growled. "Otherwise I'd kick your ass right here right now." Despite himself 
Slash's demonic instinct kicked in. 


"Why dor'cha then?" He grunted. 


"No Slash please," Steven muttered. Axl smirked 
"ld love to." The older man said wickedly. Before they could get out of hand Duff stepped in between the two. 


"Now hold on guys," The bassist began. Steven noticed how Duff still towered over the both of them. "We can't 
just fight like this. One, we're in public you crazies. Know how many angel hunters could be out here?" The two 
glowered at each other. "Two, you both know you could probably kill each other. Literally and metaphorically.” 
Steven felt a chill shoot through his body. He shivered and looked around in utter confusion. The night had been 
a warm summer one. It was June and they were in California. Cold nights weren't supposed to happen yet..not 


until July.. 


"Three," Duff was saying when Steven saw a shadow fall over him. The three didn't seem to notice. Izzy and 


that guy looked up in puzzlement. DJ Ashba seemed to stiffen. 
"Hey Duff-" Steven began. 


"Steven not now." Duff said sharply. Slash felt it next. His powers, so vividly alive inside him one moment, were 
weakened to almost nothingness the next. His wings tensed in pain. Slash saw Axl wince and knew he felt it as 


well. Duff finally looked up. 


"SHIT!" He yelled as something dropped from the starless night sky. He jumped out of the way. Izzy and Axl 
yanked DJ and the guy backwards. Slash and Steven stumbled backwards. The thing hit the ground with a 
heavy THUD. Slash felt his demonic instincts grow hostile. He wondered who- or what- this thing was. 


"Split up and run! Meet back at the front gate!" Duff ordered. Slash turned and started to run. Sensing his 
friend wasn't at his side he whirled around. Steven was watching the thing in horrid fascination. It was dark 


colored and not a single detail was noticeable. 


"Come on Steven!" Slash exclaimed, grabbing Steven's hairy arm. He noticed his enemy and friends were gone. / 


hope to God they make it out ok. 
"It doesn't look threatening!" Steven said as Slash dragged him along. 


"Neither did Izzy when we first met him and he's one of the most frightening people | know." Slash grunted. His 
power was slowly returning to him. Æ only I could fly the both of us out of here- but then my wingsil be seen 


for sure. 


"But Slash it didn't even look like anything!" No sooner were those words out of Steven's mouth a horrible 
sound of metal against metal screeched throughout the now silent carnival. The ground shook. The duo threw 
themselves at a tall wooden post and clung to it. The shapeless thing now took shape. Even in the dark and far 
away Slash and Steven could see it rise up and out of the shell it was in. It made a whirring sound that 
seemed to get louder and louder as it worked its way out of the shell. Two long snake-like things shot out of 


it's sides. The thing lit up a bright pink color much to the two's surprise. The entire machine-thing was a 
bright pink color. The 'arms* that shot out were a girly bright green color with flowers painted on them. At 
the end of both arms were two ginormous metal claws colored baby blue. It looked like something a little girl 


would color. 


It slowly turned to face them with heavy, awkward shuffles. Even from where they were, safely concealed in 


the shadows, they still could see the name, painted on in a sparkly purple color. 


Satan. 


To Be Continued. 


Chapter Four 


Author's Notes: 
There\'s not going to be any Slaxl. Sorry to disappoint >.< 


Estranged lyrics belong to Axl. p 


Guns N Roses’ Studio, LA. California: 1987 
Three Days Later, Twenty-six Years Before 


Duff cautiously poked his head into the studio. Axl was hunched over a desk. Spewed everywhere were song 


lyrics. As Duff headed over to the singer he read a bit of it. 


When I find out all the reasons 
Maybe Hl find another way 
Find another day 


With all the changing seasons of my life 
Maybe MI get it right next time 


He thought that was intense. Then he read a bit more. 

So nobody ever told us baby 

How it was gonna be 

So whatll happen to us baby 

Guess well have to wait and see 

Duff shook his head slightly. He went to the singer and gently placed a hand on his shoulder. 


Axl jumped a mile and whirled around. 


"Jesus Christ Duff don't scare me like that!" Axl snapped, tears in his eyes. Although Duff felt sorry for Axl 
he didn't have foo much sympathy for him. 


"Sorry man. | really didn't expect you to take this hard.” Whoops, Duff thought at once as Axl's eyes snapped 
to life with rage. 


"Well what do you fucking think you jackass?" He almost howled. Before Duff could respond water in shape of a 
bullet shot out of Axl's hands and the blonde bassist just barley avoided it. 


Duff and Axl stared each other down. The singer was panting softly, not looking shocked at his ability like Slash 
had that night. 


"You.you know what you're capable of?" Duff asked cautiously. 

"Well..yeah. Of course | know!" Axl said. The anger drained and he looked exhausted "Whenever | was grounded 
or hiding from my step-father I'd practice my powers. Been developing it since | found out about it." The 
singer had been standing. Now he fell back into his chair. Duff regretted his words but sorry wouldn't help. It 
just wouldn't. 

"Slash didn't know his power.." Duff said more to himself than to Axl. 

"He wasn't struggling to survive like | was," Axl said softly. Duff looked at him. 

"Yeah..| know..." 

"No you don't," Axl continued in the sudden soft voice. "Nobody does. Nobody but Izzy." 

Duff hated the crushed look on Axl's face. 

"Tell ya what," He said suddenly and with a smile. "Ill try to talk Izzy into at least talking to you again. The 
silence is really awkward." Axl only nodded. As Duff headed out the door the singer called thanks. Duff called 


back welcome as he headed towards Izzy's room. 


The older man's room was dark. Duff felt the wall for the switch. When he finally found it and flicked the light 
on his heart skipped a beat. 


ks this my room.he wondered as he took in the sight of the room. Broken beer bottles and cigarette butts 
scattered the room. The room itself, usually one Izzy tried to keep clean, was a total mess. As if a twister hit 


his room and vanished before it could strike other rooms. 


Izzy was laying on his bed, an arm draped over his eyes. Despite only three days of not seeing him facial hair 


was growing. A razor lay neglected on his night table. 
"lz2.?" Duff called hesitantly. Izzy gave a defeated grunt. "Are you ok?" 
"No," Izzy answered lazily. "lm not. | feel like Im about to die” 

"Oh," Duff said lamely. "Um..well you're not" He said weakly 


"| certainly feel like it," Izzy said, his voice dull and emotionless now. Duff felt guilty. I've gotta help him, he 
found himself thinking. 


Soon he was seated next to Izzy and forced the guitarist into a sitting position. 

"Izzy you're ok," Duff said softly. Izzy shook his head. 

"No I'm not Duff" Izzy said, still emotionless. 

"Yes, you are," Duff said gently. Izzy didn't answer. Duff sighed softly. 

"Duff, l'm dying." Izzy repeated. That's when Duff noticed the beer bottle in the older man's hands. 
"Izzy, are you drunk?" Duff demanded. 

"A little lot," Izzy answered with a slight smile. The blonde bassist shook his head. 


"You're out of your damn mind Stradlin" 


"Yeah?" Izzy smiled almost shyly. He reached out and gently laid a hand over Duff's chest. 


"Have | ever told you you're really cute?" Izzy asked innocently. Duff stared wildly, his face a deep crimson 


color 
"Izzy you're drunk" 

"| know | am. So what?" Izzy asked seriously. Duff rolled his eyes. 

'lzzy-" Izzy cut Duff off with a drunken kiss. Duff's eyes widened He wanted to push Izzy off him for he 
hadn't visited Izzy to have a make-out session But Duff had harbored a conflicted feeling for the older man 


for a long while. 


A sudden image of Axl beating Duff to a watery pulp brought the servant to his senses. He broke the kiss. 
Izzy whined and looked at Duff. 


"What?" Izzy whispered. 


"You broke up with Rose not even a week ago and up until a couple moments ago you were so heartbroken you 


thought you were dying." Duff said warily. 
"Yeah..but Duffy...” 


"Izzy, you're drunk" Duff said. Izzy made a face and rested his head against the servant's chest. 


"Duffy... like you.just now kissing you..took the pain of Axl leaving me away.. really don't want to deal with it.” 
Izzy said softly. Duff bit the inside of his lip. Izzy looked like a frightened child. He wanted very badly to assist 
the rhythm guitarist but he also worried about the singer's territorial wrath. 

'lzzy-" 

"Duff please." Izzy pleaded. Duff hesitated, then sighed. 

"Alright Izzy but just a kiss." The blonde mumbled. Izzy grinned like a drunk manic. 


EEES 


Duff held Izzy in his arms. The older man was warm and Duff loved it. Making love with Izzy was simply 
amazing. He understood why Axl had always teased Izzy about being ‘feminine’. 


Yet foolishly stupid. The thought entered his mind without warning. Ax/'s going fo cut my dick off if he finds out I 
Just slept with his ex boyfriend 


Gently Duff moved, praying the passed out rhythm guitarist would not awaken and do something stupid like not 


permit him to move. He placed Izzy onto the bed and quickly pulled on his pants and shirt. Thankfully Izzy had 


managed to at least pull on his boxers and pants before passing out. 
Duff darted out of the room, forgetting to close the door. 
"Hi Duffl" Steven said brightly, startling him. 


"0-oh! Hi Steven" Duff said, hoping it wasn't obvious he had slept with Izzy. Steven studied him. Duff swallowed 
and mentally kicked himself. Fuck fuck fuck I should have left the romancing alone. Ive got a job fo do after all 


"You look exhausted" Steven said cheerfully."Slash is right you are as much as a workaholic as an alcoholic.” 
"Fuck off," Duff said in relief. Thank God its not obvious. Thank fucking God. 
"Hi Duff" Duff tensed as Axl strutted into the room, Erin Everly at his heels. 


"Hi," Duff said cautiously, forcing himself to relax. Jesus I've got to calm down. Axl doesn't know and he won't 
know. 


"So did you talk to Izzy? 


"Nah man. Izzy was drunk out of his mind and probably high too. Sorry Ax," He added regretfully upon seeing 


Axl's wounded expression. 


"Don't worry about him baby, Erin chided. "You're better off without him" Erin said, placing emphasis on him 
as Izzy walked in. Without a shirt. 


Duff felt his blood turn into ice as the Gunners stared in shock at Izzy. Dark bruises stained the rhythm 
guitarists pale chest. Duff gnawed on the inside of his cheeks. At the time during the passion leaving the love 
bites all over Izzy had been a good idea. Now Duff knew he was screwed 


Izzy blinked hard, seemingly unaware of everybody's eyes on him. He rubbed at his eyes, then grinned like an 
excited child when he spotted Duff. Not realizing the blonde bassist was unnaturally pale Izzy squealed Duff's 


name and threw himself at the taller man. 
"Izzy," Duff whispered, feeling Axl's grey eyes bore hole in his back. "Now is not the time to be a drunk fuck" 
Izzy ignored him and hid his face in the bassists neck. 


"Duff," Axl began, his voice a soft cat-like purr. "Duff, Duff, Duff. What is my Izzy doing?" 
The Head Servant didn't dare look at Axl. Even though the singer was on the other side of the room Duff still 
felt the singer's wrath leaking through the facade. 


"Im not your Izzy anymore," Izzy snapped. He planted a kiss on Duff's cheek. "I'm Duff's now." 


Silence settled over the room. Duff bit the inside of his cheeks, drawing blood. Axl is so going to kill me. lzzy 
pulled away from him and staggered into the kitchen. Steven and Erin wisely followed him. The moment the 
three mortals were out of the room water flew at Duff. Duff gasped, barley dodging it. The next shot of 


water hit him square in the chest. 


It soaked through his clothes and went past his skin, entering his body. It filled his lungs and Duff found 
himself struggling to breath. 


"Axl don't kill him!" Slash gasped. Axl growled in response. Suddenly a stream of fire shot out of Slash's hands. 
It struck Axl in the side. The singer howled in pain The jet of water was cut off and Duff was able to breath 


freely again. 


However it was obvious that Slash, in defending Duff, was now Axl's target. Water shot at Slash. Fire streamed 
at Axl. 


"GUYS STOP IT!" Duff screamed, knowing already he was too late. The opposite elements swirled past each 
other and hit the other man in the chest. Duff watched helplessly as his band mates yelped in pain. Axl 
collapsed onto the couch. Slash fell against the wall. 


Izzy, Erin and Steven rushed in at the sound of the noise. They nearly screamed at the sight of their friends 


in pain. 


"What happened?” Steven demanded angrily. 


"They tried to fight" Duff said simply. Axl forced himself to his feet. Steven rushed over and helped his lover 
up. Axis shirt was completely tattered. Slash's shirt was half gone. The two stared at each other in 


amazement. 
"Duff" Slash said. "What the fuck just happened?!" Duff sighed. 
"IF Axl promises to keep his anger down I'll explain everything.’ The Head Servant said wearily. Izzy made a face. 


"Yeah like the man whore knows how to keep it together. He can hardly keep it in his pants." Izzy said coldly. 


Erin worried over Axl. The man looked wounded by Izzy's words. Erin shot Izzy a glare. 


‘Its obvious who the real man whore is. After all who's the one who ran to Duff for help and ended up 
begging for sex?" Erin snarled. Both Slash and Duff glared at her. Steven swallowed, hoping Izzy wouldn't take 
offense to Axls girlfriend. Axl looked guilty as a brief look of hatred and pain crossed his ex's face. It went 
away though and Izzy leaned on Duff. 


"Ok guys let me explain what the fuck just happened then we can call it quits for today." The bassist said 
wearily. "Elementals are not meant to fight each other. Yeah your instincts might say it's right but its not. 
Slash, | really hate to say it, but if you hadn't reacted at the same moment Axl struck he would have killed 


you in that instance." 


Silence settled over the room. Slash felt sick knowing he had been mere moments away from death. Axl felt 


even worse than before, knowing he almost killed one his friends. 


"Slash, Axl, you two are the last living Leatherwings. You can't kill each other no matter what. And Axl.please, 
don't kill me." 


Axl was silent. He wanted to throttle Duff but Izzy was right, they weren't dating anymore. It hurt to see Izzy 
in the arms of Duff but Axl supposed that was how Izzy felt when he caught Axl sleeping with Erin. 


"I'm sorry," Axl mumbled. 
"Don't apologize to me" Duff said. Axl slowly looked into Izzy's eyes. The coldness that was there stung him. He 


had hoped..that if Izzy looked him in the eyes the rhythm guitarist would remember their romance and leave 
Duff. 


That didn't happen of course. Izzy just scowled as Axl mumbled a weak apology. Suddenly Erin yelled something 
and struck Izzy in his face. The Gunners were stunned as Erin started cussing Izzy out, calling him names that 
made them wince visibly. 


Erin finished with the nickname ‘fag' and left. Axl went after her, furious that she just did such a thing. Izzy, 


Slash, Duff, and Steven were in too much shock to really react. Izzy sighed heavily and sunk deep into a chair. 
"Aw Izz don't let that bitch get to you," Slash said quietly. 


"No..she's right." Izzy sighed. "I've always been gay..and | flirted with Axl all the damn time..-I guess..he never 
really was gay like | thought... 


Duff realized he hated seeing Izzy like that worse than the crushed Axl face earlier. The bassist sat down next 


to him and put an arm around him. 


"Axl just lost out on one of the best relationships he'll ever have." Duff said before planting a kiss on Izzy's 
forehead. Izzy smiled weakly and hid his face in his boyfriend's neck. 


Romance can be a bitch.but it sure is worth it Duff thought with a loving smile. 


To Be Continued 


Chopter Five 


Author's Notes: 
| know people are probably wondering how in hell's name Axl and Izzy got back together, especially since Axl 
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Also..there's one more past chapter to learn about before | can explain how Izzy and Axl got back together. 
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Um.sorry if there's not a lot to this..." 


Present Day 203 
Twenty-six years Later 


Duff and Izzy somehow wound up together as they ran from the machine. At first Duff tried to focus on 


running but seeing his ex first real lover in front of him made his stomach turn to water. 


Finally they ducked behind a wide brick fence. Izzy panted hard as did Duff. The bassist studied the rhythm 
guitarist when he wasn't looking. God he still looks sexy..even affer all these years. 


"What the fuck is that thing?!" Izzy gasped between breathes. 


"Satan. think” Duff said, cautiously peering out from the brick wall and staring at the girly machine. "Although 
that isn't what | had in mind." 


"Didn't you little bastard of a boss tell you such a thing or not?" Izzy asked in a mocking tone. 
"Why do you hate my boss so much?" 

"Because it hates my fucking boyfriend" 

"The Head Angel does not- well ok yes it does." Duff admitted. 

"And it hates myself and Steven 

"Well yes that's true too zz" Duff said in defeat. Izzy sighed. 


"Now isn't the time for us to bicker though..' He said, taking charge as always. Duff admired that. Even though 
he has no idea what's going on he's still taking charge./ guess thats another reason why Axl loves him so much. 


Thinking about Axl and Izzy together brought a boulder in his chest. / stil cant believe they got back together 
after all of that drama. 


"God | wish | had a little time to clear my head," Izzy mumbled. Those words shook Duff, for that was what 
the rhythm guitarist had said when he left Guns the first time. "I just need time to clear my head.” 


But that had been directed to Axl. Not Duff. Not the man Izzy was dating at the time but the ex boyfriend. 
"You'll still choose him over me won't you?" Duff accidentally said out loud. Izzy glared at him. 
"Duff, I'm not talking about our old relationship! I'm surprised you even care anymore!" Duff stared, 


"Of course | still care lzz.." Duff said softly. For a moment Izzy's chocolate brown eyes softened. Then they 


hardened again. 


"Duff we don't have time for romance and shit. Axl and Slash are being hunted in public and we gotta so 


something." Izzy said stiffly. Izzy began to plot as Duff mentally slapped himself for being so stupid. 


Without realizing it then Duff pledged to keep Izzy safe from everything. Even from Axl. 
"Duff, you've still got that bow and arrow shit right?" Izzy asked suddenly. 

"Yeah. haven't used it in years since | had Grace but. 

"Can you still summon it or something?" 


| can certainly try." Duff mumbled, summoning his bow mentally with courage. After a couple failed attempts 


he centered his focus on his still existing love for Izzy, a feeling stronger than his courage. 


The bow appeared suddenly. Even after all of these years it was still the perfect shade of yellowish-orange. 
The arrows fell at random next to him but that didn't matter. 


"Do you know how to fire a bow?" Duff asked skeptically. 


"No it but it shouldn't be so hard" Izzy said, reaching for the bow. Please be nice fo Izzy. Duff pleaded with the 
bow as the human took hold of it. 


The bow was heavy for a second, then grew light. 


"Duff." 


"Yes Izzy?" Duff asked, knowing what the question would be. 
"How the fuck do you use this thing?" Duff smiled slightly. 
"You need an emotion to control it" 

"An emotion? Like what?" 


| don't know..." He hesitated. "I used the old love of Guns to summon it" Thats part of the truth He told 
himself with a pang. "Something strong though." 


"Strong..ok..' Izzy said uncertainly. He poised the bow and arrow like how he saw Duff do it back in the day. He 
stared at the distant machine. Duff watched with anxiety. F this fails then | just fucking killed my ex.. 


The arrow suddenly went soaring in the right direction Izzy grinned, proud of himself. Duff smiled as well, 
happy Izzy didn’t accidentally kill himself. 


"Izzy! There you are!" Axl cried, running to his boyfriend with DJ at his heels. Izzy sighed with relief, 
unknowingly dropping Duff's bow. Duff caught it before it could clang to the ground. 


The two embraced each other. DJ gave Duff an awkward smile. The guitarist eyed Duff's bow € arrows and 
paled. He stood anxiously next to the bassist as Axl released Izzy. 


"Where's Slash and Steven?" Duff asked, deciding to focus on the emergency at hand. 
"Don't know." Axl admitted. "When that machine thing started DJ and | took off. Slash and Steven went the 
other way and | have no idea where Ryan ran off too. Oh Christ," The singer suddenly paled, "Ryan's the new 


guy. He's probably scares shitless right now." 


"Hopefully he ran to a good hiding place," Duff said worriedly. "I'll make sure he forgets about this when this 


whole ordeal is done." He swore upon seeing Izzy and Axl's worried faces. 


Moonlight shone on them. Duff noticed something glisten on DJ's left leg. What the hell is that.” He wondered. /t 
looks Ike a gun.but.why would DJ bring a gun with him to a carnival? 


Duff began to grow suspicious. Why does he have a gun with hm.. 
"We need to figure out the traitor,” Izzy was saying. Duff looked at him. 
"Izz | doubt there really is a traitor in the band," Axl said impatiently. "I think the old lady is off her rocker." 


"But she knows your secret," DJ said timidly. "She knows somehow Axl." 


"Ah it was only pure luck Ashba, Axl said, waving his timidness away. "Don't worry so much DJ, that's Izzy's 
job. 


"Heyl" Izzy protested. "I don't worry a lot!" 


"Yeah you do," Duff and Axl said at the same time. Axl and Izzy stared at Duff. Feeling embarrassed Duff 
looked at the thing on DJ's leg once more. That looks like a gun.. 


He suddenly felt cold. 

"DJ, what is that?" DJ seemed to jump out of his skin. 

"W-what's what Duff?" DJ asked weakly. 

"That thing on your leg?" Izzy and Axl looked. DJ tensed and swallowed hard. 


"Look! There's Slash and Steven!" The demented guitarist yelled suddenly, pointing behind Duff. Duff, Izzy, and 


Axl turned. DJ was right. Slash and Steven were running towards them.with Satan on their heels. 
"Run guys!" Duff ordered. Nobody needed to be told twice. The four split up and ran again. Slash and Steven 
separated as well. Duff stopped running and turned around to face the oddly ghastly machine. He set up an 


arrow and fired, knowing the movement will make Satan focus on him. 


He was right. Satan whirred and creaked as it turned, giving DJ and Axl enough time to get out of its grip. The 
five men that ran reunited at the front gates. They watched Duff face off with the machine anxiously. 


Duff studied the machine. The machine studied him and the guys behind him. The blonde bassist tried to find a 


weak spot in the contraption. 
"What does he think he's doing?" DJ said to himself quietly. Axl looked at him. 


"He's going to fight that thing, DJ. What else does it look like?" Axl said, growing worried. DJ was so pale Axl 
feared he'd faint. DJ shook his head faintly. 


"Duff can't do it. He just can't." 
Izzy and Steven looked curiously at DJ. Slash felt the Leatherwing hostility kick in inside of him. 


"How would you know, DJ?" Steven asked suspiciously. DJ swallowed hard. He looked like he was about to cry his 


eyes out. 


"DJ," Axl said gently. "DJ, what is the matter? Are you..scared of that thing?" 


"Yes," DJ whispered. "Duff's going to get seriously hurt” 


"Don't worry so much, Daren" Axl said worriedly. He had never seen DJ so terrified of something before. The 


singer put an arm around him. DJ tensed, then, to Axl's surprise, twisted out of his friend's care. 
Duff suddenly fired an arrow. It hit Satan in it's center. The machine lights dulled. 


"Hal That was too easy!" Duff yelled happily, turning his back on the machine. The Head Servant noticed DJ 
Ashba appearing so ghostly pale. "Hey, what's wrong with DJ? Did Satan break him or something?" 


"He's scared, Duff" Axl said defensively. "Don't make fun of him" 


"| wasn't making fun of him!" Duff protested Satan staggered backwards, the lights dulling even more. "Satan 
has been known to drain one of happiness is alll" The bassist felt even worse when the moonlight shone on the 
demented guitarist and saw that the young man was crying. "Oh shit," He said, feeling like the biggest asshole in 
the world. "I'm really sorry DJ." 


DJ shook his head. 
"No../m sorry, Duff. I'm so sorry guys." DJ said weakly. Duff raised his eyebrows. 


"Why on Earth would you be sorry? Duff asked. 


"What?!" The former line-up of Guns N Roses cried in unison. Duff felt furry towards DJ well up inside of him. 
Axl looked as if DJ had taken a knife and stabbed him with it. Izzy and Steven looked stunned. Slash, however, 


was pissed off. 


"How dare you, you little shit!" Slash snarled, taking a step towards DJ. DJ swallowed and staggered back. Duff 
found himself agreeing with Slash and he heard himself screaming at the demented guitarist as well. For once 


Axl didn't rush to defend his friend. If Axl even considered DJ a friend anymore. 


Suddenly something rough picked Duff up off the ground. Duff yelped and searched for his bow, not realizing 
he had dropped it earlier in his excitement. Satan's claw squeezed Duff for a few moments. The metal nearly 
crushed his ribs and he almost sobbed for mercy. Satan flung him to the ground. Izzy and Steven gasped when 
the bassist hit the ground. They ran to him and were begging him to stay conscious. 


Dimly, Duff watched Axl and Slash try to fight Satan with their Elements combined. Satan still picked both of 
them up with ease and placed them inside of it. Then, Satan grabbed DJ as well and brought him into the cabin. 
Izzy and Steven were screaming protests but Duff couldn't hear them. He thought he became deaf. 


As Duff slipped into a pained unconsciousness he thought / am going to fucking murder DJ Ashba. 


To Be Continued. 


Chapter Sixx 


Author's Notes: 
Heyy. It's been a long time hasn't it? xD Yeah right. Anyway DJ (Ashba) is the main star but for whatever 


reason he's not listed as a member of Guns..*shrug* 


180 

"Mommy, sissy won't get out of bed” The lithe black haired boy told his mother. He was only eight years old and 
naive about the darkness that was about to enter his life. 

"How can she not be out of bed by now?" Hs mother asked him. The boy shrugged 

"I don't know, but Im really scared Mommy.” 


"Daren! Don't scare your mother!" Daren's father barked Daren bit the inside of his lower lp as his mother went 
to his father. 


"Honey..she's hot” 

"What do you mean, dear?” 

"mean her body is giving off such a heat for a moment I thought she somehow caught on fire.” 

Daren watched his mother's pale face look at his father. The fear was plain even to a child 

Hs parents picked up Kan, who was crying weakly. Dread filed up Daren as he followed his parents into the car 
Kari was placed next to her brother. Daren reached out and stroked her head as his father flew to the hospital 
nearly causing several accidents along the way 

"Youll be ok, Kari I promise." Daren whispered softly. Kari looked up at him 

"love you, DJ” She said weakly 


"I love you too.” Daren said, trying to choke back tears. He didnt know what hed do if he lost his sister. 


At the hospital they examined her for hours. Daren spent most of the "visit" in sickening worry. He and his parents 


looked up anxiously when a doctor stepped out of Karis room 


“Mister and Misses Ashba../m afraid we will have to keep her overnight.” Hs mother started to cry. Hs father 
looked pissed off but worried at the same time. They agreed to it reluctantly 


The doctor was wrong. They didn't just keep Kari for one night- they kept her for two whole months. Every day, 
atter school, Daren visited his sister. She only got worse and worse after each visit. One day Daren was pulled 
from school. Hs mother was crying, her face pale. 


"Mommy, whats wrong?" Daren asked in alarm as his gruff father drove with the speed of light to the hospital 


"Your sister w-w-was going to the b-b-bathroom a-and fainted!" Hs mother sobbed Daren felt ice wash over his 
heart. 


"But she's ok, right?" Daren asked, his voice trembling. Hs mother didn't answer him. She couldn't 
At the hospital the doctor looked grim. 


"Im sorry Mister and Misses Ashba. There..isn’t anything we can do. You can only take her home and pray she 


lives.” 


Daren couldnt look at his weak sister bundled up in blankets. He wanted to cry but wouldn't allow himself to. F he 
cried it would admit there was no hope for Kari but there had to be hope. 


DL 
"Yes, Kari?" Daren whispered on the ride home. He could only see Karis eyes through the blankets 
"DJ..when I fell.somebody..threatened me.” 


"Threatened you? What do you mean?" Daren whispered. The doctor had said Kari was alone when it happened and 


was alone for a full five minutes before a nurse noticed her. 


"There was.some bright light..and | heard this voice..it sounded like a guy..he told me he would kill me before | 
become the One. The One what though, DJ?" 


Daren decided his sister had become delusional 
"l dont know. Don't worry about that guy, Kari F he tries to hurt you HI kill him." Kari gaped at him. 
"Promise?" 


Daren hesitated for only a second 


"1 promise.” He said. He didn't know what was wrong with her but he was determined to fulfill his promise. Even if 


his sister was losing her mind. 


Summer of 198b 


"Daren Jay! We're going out! Keep an eye on Kari!" 


DJ rolled his eyes to the sky but said ok mom like the obedient son they thought he was. Six years have past 


since the fateful night his parents took his sister, Kari home. Six years since they discovered her ‘Dark Secret. 
DJ despised his parents for being so..controlling towards his sister. They rarely let her go outside unless it's 
for school. She kept herself locked away from the rest of the family and technically DJ wasn't supposed to see 


her. 


But DJ Ashba didn't give a rat's ass about not supposed to be visiting his sister. He saw her all the damn time 


and maybe if his parents weren't so mindless they wouldn't have a problem. 


DJ pulled himself off the couch and turned off ‘Shout at the Devil' that was blaring from his record player. 
The neighbors constantly complained about DJ blaring his music but he didn't care about the neighbors. 


He went to his sister's door and opened it. 
"Hi, Kari." He said with a goofy grin. Kari gasped loudly and recoiled at the sight of him. 


"DJ! D-don't tell Mom and Dadl |-I'll stop | promise!" She whimpered. Two gorgeous angel wings glowing white 


were tensed on her back. DJ's smile faded. 
"Kari, you know | would never tell them." He said seriously but Kari was shaking her head frantically. 


"ls not there, you can't feel it" Kari began to chant softly. "I don't have wings. lm a normal girl. You can't feel 
it, it's not there. It's just all a part of my imagination. If you can't feel it then its not there." 


Her chants seemed to work. The glow dulled to nothing. 
"Kari-" 
"l'm a normal girl." 


The wings folded against her back. 


"Kari, really-" 

"Just a part of my imagination..' 

The wings tensed up. 

If | can't feel it then it's not there. | don't have angel wings." 

The wings remained stiff. Kari inhaled deeply. 

"DJ, can you please..?" 

"Oh, right" 

DJ stepped out of the room and his sister closed the door to pull on a new shirt. 

"Kari, your wings aren't awful" DJ said truthfully. "They're very pretty.’ 

"| don't care. Mom and Dad say it's not normal.” 

"Mom and Dad aren't always right" DJ said darkly. 

‘| want to be normal, though! Just like | used to bel Before- before-" Before you got mysteriously sick all those 
years ago. Before you woke us up in the middle of the night screaming Fs hurts please stop it! You want to be 
normal, just like DJ: 

"Before | became cursed" Kari finished reluctantly. DJ pictured his sister grimacing when she said that. Usually 
he'd try to convince his sister that those wings weren't a curse and that others had them as well. This time 
though he didn't want to provoke his sister's despair and loneliness. DJ had never met another person with the 
wings and the shadow of doubt began in his mind. Maybe Kari is the only one with the wings..and powers. 

DJ didn't know that almost 3,000 miles away a certain young band struggled with the problems of being 
Leatherwings and angels. He didn't know a thing about the young rock band called Guns N Roses. He only knew 
rock bands that were big enough to have their names carried into his small hometown in Illinois. He wanted to 
be a rock star someday but that might not happen. 

"Hey, Kari," He said suddenly, thinking about the foreign land called the Sunset Strip, where Mötley Crúe and 
Guns N Roses were. "Wanna go to the park?" There was a park down the street from them where other rock 
punks hang out. DJ had met a guy and his girlfriend last week who had seen Mötley Crue live at the Sunset 
Strp. 


The door to his sister's room opened. Kari stared wildly at him, her shirt concealing any trace of angel wings. 


"Are you out of your mind? Mom and Dad would never-" 

"Know." DJ said smiling. He hoped to see the guy or his girlfriend again. "Now, what do you say?" His sister 
hesitated some more and DJ tried to convince her. "For fuck's sake you haven't left the house since last 
month. It's June right now. Do you really want to spend yet another summer coped up from living people?" 
Kari stared. DJ noticed how pale his sister was. She looked worn and older than her real age. 

"Come on, sis." He said gently. "You can't hide from people forever." 


"You'll protect me, right?" Kari asked in a scared voice. 


"Of course. | promised to, didn't |?" DJ asked with a smile. No harm had ever come to his sister so the 
promise was empty. It has been for the past six years and DJ doubted anything bad would happen to her. 


Kari finally agreed to it. DJ laughed happily and reassured her she would be ok. 

Nobody was at the park, much to DJ's dismay and Kari's delight. Kari played on the rundown playground while 
DJ kept an eye on her on a bench. He stretched out the bench and lazily allowed a hand to droop over the 
edge. His fingertips brushed the familiar smooth cover of a magazine.. 

He grasped it gently and sat up. He looked at it. The face of Bill Bailey and his friends stared solemnly at him. It 
was a bootlegged magazine. Guns N Roses. That was the band name. He decided that was a pretty cool name 


but wondered which one was the roses and which one was the guns. 


"Oh, DJ, look!" Kari called. DJ rolled up the magazine and slid it inside his jacket. He got off the bench and went 
over to his sister. A dead baby bird was in a squashed nest. 


"Oh, Kari, I'm sorry." DJ said softly. His sister was sensitive about such things. 

"No, it's ok! Because look what | can dol" She said eagerly. She knelt down and raised her hands slightly. Her 
wings ripped the back of her shirt as they spread out. DJ didn't point it out though. He was happy that his 
sister wasn't wincing away from who she was like she usually did. 


A thin white light was shooting out of her hands when sudden laughter made her freeze. DJ tensed as well. 


"Well, well, what do we have here?" DJ whirled around, his fists ready for a fight. Three older teen boys were 
sneering at them. "Who's the freak with the wings?" 


Kari winced at his insult. The wings folded against her back in shame. 


"Don't insult my sister, you dickhead!" DJ snarled as the boys laughed. 


Suddenly the leader of the mini gang stepped towards Kari. She gave a soft gasp but DJ stood in front of her 
and landed a fist in the boy's face. Kari shrieked as her brother was suddenly yanked backwards. 


DJ landed a fist in one guy's stomach but he was kicked hard on his calf. He winced and whirled around to face 
the other attacker but was punched hard in the back. He groaned in pain and stumbled. The leader, laughing, 
pushed DJ's chest, making him fall. The three boys started kicking and punching him. He struggled to even sit 
up but a sudden fist hit his nose. The CRACK it made made Kari yell. 


Blood trickled from DJ's broken nose. The leader's cronies held him while their friend went over to Kari, frozen 


with fear. 


"| think those wings might be worth something.” He said with a grin, pulling out a small pistol with the wings 
and arrow symbol that Duff Mckagan saw a couple of years later. "What do you boys think?" 


His friends agreed. Kari shook herself and took a step back. 
"S-stay away!" She stammered. The trio laughed. The two holding DJ loosened their grip on him a little. 
That's when DJ struck. 


The image of his sister dead had flashed in his mind, pulling him from the edge of unconsciousness. Anger 
pumped through his veins. 


With an angry roar DJ twisted out of the startled cronies’ grip and pounced on the leader. Kari watched her 


brother beat the leader. Red was surrounding her brother..some of it even took the form of- 


Kari gasped and yelled no. Confused, DJ looked at her. The distraction caused the leader to shove DJ off of him. 
DJ panicked and grabbed the fallen gun. He aimed it to the leader, who raised his hands. 


"T-take it easy, kiddo." The leader stuttered. DJ's blue eyes were mean 


"Don't you ever fucking try to kill my sister again" He growled softly. "I will fucking shoot you right now if you 
take another step towards her!" 


The three boys stared. 
"You wouldn't do it" The middle one said Whether it was a taunt or not it provoked DJ. 


He pulled the trigger and an arrow shot from it and got the leader smack in his chest. The leader staggered, 


then turn and ran, his cronies not that far behind. 


"DJ!" Kari gasped. DJ panted softly. Someone clapped slowly, causing the kid and teen to tense. DJ turned and 


found himself facing a man in a brown overcoat with a floppy brown hat concealing his face. 


He tightened his grip on the mysterious gun. 
"Who are you?" DJ demanded. The man stopped clapping. 


"You're quiet impressive with that weapon, young man." His voice was smooth and velvety but DJ wasn't won 


over easily. 
"| said who are you?" DJ growled, raising the gun and pointing it to his chest. "Ill fucking shoot you." 


Kari was terrified Within five minutes her brother threatened to ‘fucking shoot’ someone twice. She couldn't 


help but feel that was her fault. 

"Me? | have many names" The man said casually. "Many people call me Satan’ 
Both DJ and Kari recoiled at the hated name. He chuckled 

"But you guys can call me Ryan" 


"Ok, Ryan, you're not going to tell my folks on me, are you?" DJ asked cautiously. He would be in huge trouble 
if his parents found out he shot somebody. 


"No, no." Ryan said with a laugh. "However, | have a proposal for you, Mister Ashba" 
"How do you know my name?" DJ asked in alarm. Ryan laughed again. 
| know many things. For example, | know you're about to faint from the pain you've suffered” 


Even as Ryan spoke DJ swayed, then fell forward. The mystery man reached out and caught him with ease. He 
glanced at Kari, who trembled. 


"Let's go, young lady. | need to take your brother to the hospital.” 


Kari could only nod. He stared at her wings for a long moment, then chuckled again. 
EOE 


"How could you, Kari Ashba?!" 
The screaming of his father outside his bedroom door woke up DJ Hs parents were not happy with him or his 
sister. Their brother had sneered at them and asked DJ why couldn't he leave Kari alone. DJ had flpped him off 


before falling back into unconsciousness. 


After the hospital visit DJs parents took him and his sister home. DJ had a broken nose, bruised ribs, and a bruised 


back. Kari, on the other hand, wasnt injured 


‘lm sorry Daddy!" Kari cried DJ sat up and swung his legs out of bed There was a sound of skin against skin and 
he froze. There was a pained silence for what felt lke eternity. 


‘Go to your room! Youre not allowed out! EVER!" 

Sobbing, his sister ran to her room. Fury rose up in DJ He slammed his door open. 
‘DJ, is that you?" 

He ignored his mother and ran to Karis bedroom door. He pounded on the door. 
"Kari! Let me in! Karil Kari! KARI!" 


But there was no answer. Staring at her door, he had a sinking feeling itd be a very long time before he could see 
her again 


2009 
"There's, um, one more thing | need to tell you." Axl Rose said uncomfortable. DJ Ashba flashed him a smile. 
"You can tell me anything, Mister Rose." He said truthfully. 


"Ummm..." Axl began. DJ tilted his head. The older man suddenly rose out of his seat. After hesitating for a 
moment, Axl took off his shirt. DJ stared wildly. Black, leathery wings stretched themselves out. 


DJ's eyes widened. 


"Oh. My. Jesus." He breathed. 


"Yeah," Axl said uncertainty, pulling his shirt back on. "I understand that's a strange thing and | will also 
understand if you don't want to accept the job-" 


"Are you kidding me?! My- | mean, | know somebody who has wings like that!" 
"Really?" Axl asked in genuine curiosity. 

"Yeah! Well, kind of. She has wings but they're white and feathery." 

Oh..so she's an angel.” 


"| guess. | don't really know. DJ admitted. "And | know you're called a Leatherwing." 


"Yeah..not the most creative name, | know. | didn't come up with the names though." 


"| know." 
Axl studied him. DJ didn't pay much attention. Twenty-three years had passed since that fateful day back in 
‘Bb. Over the yeas Ryan fed him information about Angels and Leatherwings. Ryan had even given him a gun. 


For protection. 


"Well, if you want the job I'll see you Monday then" Axl said. DJ rose and hugged Axl with a grin. To his 


surprise the hard rocker laughed. 

"Monday it is then" DJ said brightly. They shook hands and DJ walked out of Geffen Records. 
A tanned woman with long dark hair looked up as DJ got into the car. 

"Well?" 

"| got the job, Kari." DJ said happily. Kari squealed and hugged him tightly. 

"Yay l'm so happy for youl” 

"Guess what else. Axl Rose has wings. He's a Leatherwing!" 

At once his sister stopped smiling and jerked away from him. 

"Did you tell him about me?" She snapped. He sighed. 

"No, | didn't. But hey, you're not-" 

"| don't care! l'm nothing like him!" 

"Kari-" 

"My wings aren't real" She said sharply. DJ sighed. 

"Alright, Kari" He said softly. He started up the car and began to drive. There was a lorg silence. When they 


pulled into the driveway of the hotel Kari got out and went into the hotel. DJ pulled out his cell phone and 


made a phore call. 
"Hello?" 


"Hey, Ryan" 


"DJ, hello! How did the interview go?" 
"You're talking to the new lead guitarist of Guns N Roses!" DJ said grinning. Ryan laughed. 
"Congratulations! Speaking of jobs..| have one for you. 


"What, really?" DJ asked in surprise. He knew Ryan dealt with the ‘supernatural and had employees and all but 
he never offered DJ a job. He never even told DJ what his men did for a living. "You think I'm ready?" 


"Yes. | need you to do the ultimate job." 

"Sure, | guess. What is it?" 

"Kill Axl Rose." 

DJ felt like Ryan punched him hard in his stomach. He almost dropped his cell phone. 
"What?" He whispered. 

"Kill Axl Rose and retrieve his wings." 

"No!" DJ yelled. Ryan had been his friend but now DJ felt betrayed. "I won't do that!" 
"But DJ-" 

"No! No way in fucking helll You can't make me do it! Not for anything in this world!" 
Ryan sighed softly. 

"Alright. But, mark my words, DJ. If | do this job myself, you will wish you did it." 
Ryan hung up and DJ sighed. He couldn't believe Ryan asked him to commit murder. He looked down in his lap. 


‘| will never kill Axl Rose." He whispered softly. "I'll protect him. | promise." 


To Be Continued. 


